The Tragedy o/Hamlct 

Othe, 1 tell thee fliee is, therefore make her grave ilraight ,tiie 
Crownerhathfiteon her, and finds it CfariftianburiaU. 

Clow.Hm can that be,unlelTe he drown’d her felfo in her own 
defence ? 

Oth. Why *tis found lb. 

Clow. It muft be lb off ended, it cannot be elfe ; for here lies-thfl 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an ail , and an t6b 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performe,oc all ; fhee 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. . 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

C low. Give me leave, here lyes the water, good, here (lands the 
man, good ,if the man goe to this water and drowne himlclfe, it is 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himfelfc ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his ownc death Ihortcns not his ownc life, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners quell law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,ifthis had not been a Gentle^ 
woman Ihe Ihould have bin buried out a Chrillian bnriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faill,and the more pitty tbatgreat folke 
ihould have countenance in this world todrowneorhangthem- 
felves, more than their even Chrillen : Come my Ipade, there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, ana Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profefllon, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman I 

Clow. A was the firff that ever bore armes. 

He put another queftion to thee , if thou anlwerefl: mee not to the 
purpofe, confelTe thy felfe. 

Oth.GoQto. 

Clow. W hat is hee that builds llronger than either the Malbn, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter I 
O/A.The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants. 
Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well,but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay thegallowes is built llronger than the Church, argali the 
ga Howes may doe well to thee. To’t againe, come . 

Oth. Who builds llronger than a Malbn, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter ? ° 

Chrr. 


Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

Clow. 1, tell me that and unyokc. t 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

Clor». To’t. 

Goe get tbee in, and fetch me a foopc of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, £* 

Me thought it was very fweet _ 

To contradl O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

^nter Hamlet and Horatto. n-j, 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a lings in 
.ml<>..he,ha»Jonit.lc .mploiment tech the 

C/w.But age with his fteaUng Heps Song. (fenfe, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped tne into the land, 

Ham That skdl had a*tt^^^^ it, and could fing once, how tte 

itnot? T j * 

Hrsj^temfer;whi^^ 

Lord, how doell thou fweet Lord ? This nugbt ^ ^ 

a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 

beg it, might it not? 

,S*e^«z«»irf..See.e»Me,heee-e^ 
wchadthetricketofce’t.did thefe bones 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think 
Clew. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

foranda_lhrowding(heet, ^ 





